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It's impossible to be optimistic about this. Or so Duff has decided. 

They have spent best part of three hours trying to come up with a way to tell the others that they're 
‘seeing each other’ or ‘dating’ or, as Izzy had earlier suggested, ‘screwing each other senseless and enjoying the 
hell out of it. 

Duff had immediately vetoed this since he felt Slash would start crying and Axl would lob projectiles at them. 
"| don't see why we have to tell them anything at all," Izzy grumbles, lighting up a cigarette and disgruntedly 
blowing smoke at a startled pigeon who has dared to come too close to their impromptu mid afternoon picnic 


of left over takeout on the porch. Where's the fucking cat when she's needed, he wonders. 


"They're gonna find out sooner or later, Iz," Duff mutters. "Having to stuff you in the closet last week and 


pretend to Axl that | was just ‘trying something’ while naked and wearing handcuffs freaked me the fuck out! 
All this sneakin’ around is not good for my anxiety. I'm personally responsible for half the consumption of 
Xanax in the greater Los Angeles area as it is right now!" 


Izzy chuckles at the memory of their near miss. 


"Yeah, that was a close onel | still don't know why he insisted on taking the handcuffs though. How about we 
both get rip roaring drunk and slow dance together during our next gig?" he offers. 


"And get pounded into the ground by some homophobic asshole and his friends in the audience?" Duff rejoins, 
grabbing the last eggroll and shoving it into his mouth with a sideways look at his companion 


lzzy eats all the noodles in retaliation. 


"Might | remind you that your last suggestion involved spiking their drinks, stripping them naked and putting 
them all in one bed together so they'd think they'd had a threesome?" he points out. 


"Not my finest idea," Duff admits and sighs deeply. "Maybe we do this one on one? You tell Axl and I'll tell Slash 
and then they can tell Stevie cos itll take at least three days to explain to him?" 


"L am not telling Axl!" Izzy retorts, "at least, not alone and not without a weapon of some sort!" 
He huffs despairingly. 


"We do this together or not at all, Duff. We just need to make sure we maintain a distance of roughly ten 
yards from them when we're doing it so we can make a quick getaway if things go to shit!" 


Duff purses his lips and nods his agreement. 
"Ok, then We tell them tonight," he states and wipes remnants of moo shu pork off his pants. 

"Tonight," Izzy echoes. "To-fuckin-night" 
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Its tonight. 

Slash, Axl and Steven are in the kitchen. They're seriously pissed that the leftover Chinese takeout is no longer 
in the fridge where they'd put it in the early hours of that morning, It's a betrayal of the highest order, 


they've decided and they are letting Duff and lzzy know about it in no uncertain terms. 


They're also a little puzzled as to why the aforementioned duo is standing outside the window looking in at 


them. 


"Get in here!" Axl snarls. "I feel like I'm making a complaint at a drive thru!" 

"Er, no," Izzy responds and shifts closer to Duff. 

Steven is absolutely starving. He'd been so out of it the night before that he'd been unable to find his mouth 
to feed himself. Right now, it's very disquieting how Slash and Axl are starting to look like Uruguayan rugby 


players to him. 


Cannibalism is really a last resort, right? He shakes off the thought and looks at the cat. She eyes him back 
with a knowing glare. 


"Try it," she seems to be saying. “Try it and I'll rip your fucking face off." 


He sensibly abandons the idea in favour of an out of date cup of Greek yogurt which turns out to be 
absolutely vile. 


Izzy nudges Duff. 
"Tell them," he urges. 

Duff gulps. 

"Tell us what?" Axl demands, still furious about the pilfered food 


"You... you all look very nice tonight,” is Duff's idiotic response. "Did you do something different with your hair, 
Slash?" 


"Yeah! | combed it this morning. Thanks for noticing!" Slash answers, beaming and tugging at his curls in delight. 
Slash is a halfwit, Izzy decides. He takes a step closer to the window and places his hands on the sill. 


"Duff and | are here," he announces and then falters a little before continuing, "and we are not going 


anywhere." 
Now who's the halfwit?! 
Axl studies him curiously. Its not like Izzy to say something so inane. 


Duff clears his throat. He steps forward and then says, "We ate the takeout on the porch while Izzy tried to 
poison a pigeon with cigarette smoke. Also, we're seeing each other and dating and screwing each other 


senseless and enjoying the hell out of it and | ate the last eggroll, so there." 


This all comes out in one long sentence, leaving him a little breathless and edgy. 

Izzy whimpers. Its out. It's been said. Oh God, when will the projectile lobbing start? 

There is utter silence for a moment or two before Axl starts laughing hysterically and leans on Steven 
"While we're grateful for the garbled confession, did you two actually think we didn't know?" he asks. 


"You knew?" Duff breathes, a startling blush of red spreading up from his neck to just below his ears. He looks 


like a road speed warning sign. 


"Kinda hard not to after overhearing your ‘exertions’ last month when we followed you home from that dodgy 


strip club you insisted on dropping us off at!" Slash answers. 
"What dodgy strip club?" Steven asks. 


"The one where you stuck a dollar bill in the g-string of a woman who wasn't a woman!" Axl cackles and Slash 


joins in as Steven looks aghast. 

Izzy's astounded. 

"Why didn't you say anything?" he demands. 

Slash shrugs. 

‘It was funny watching the two of you sneak around and lie about where you'd been or where you were going. 
Sleeping over at the restaurant, Duff? Spending the night at your dealer's place, Iz? None of us were stupid 
enough to fall for that crap, guys!" 

All right, their lies were flimsy at best and downright stupid at worst. 

"So you're ok with this then?" Duff asks. 

"Sure," Axl nods, "but you still owe us Chinese food so scrounge up some cash, toddle off and get us some!" 
The pair walk away and climb in Duff's truck. 

"Fuckers!" Izzy mutters. 


"Cool fuckers, though," Duff replies as he puts the key in the ignition. 


"Maybe, but I'm still spitting in their chow mein!" Izzy grumbles, the ghost of a smile forming on his lips. 


Coming clean had proved a lot easier than they thought. 


